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Knock, Knock! 
Hey man, did you hear the news? 
no! 
They landed on the moon 
Oh yeah! 
Yep. 
Did any of them die? 
Nope. 
Bye! 
Carl Dillard 


Winston Kennedy 


An optical illusion is a white 
mother-fucker debating Black 
Power issues. 

Burtina Glenn 


Oh recorder of time 
How insignificant you make me be 
I know nothing ofmy Black history 
The script is written 
The stage is set 
The curtains of time goup with 
Each new birth line 
So me-me-me-on down the line 
Involved in a strange MANKIND 


Dorsey Harris 


If I were given the chance 
To do just what I should 
I'd only do it simply, 


Just to prove I could. 


Effenus Henderson 


Claude Ferguson 


Soft music, good food 

some one to serve and pamper you. 

Four whites, two Black, which one feels 
that this is the end? Heaven looks, why? 
Because I now sit at the white man’s table. 
Is this living or is it a slow death: 

Sink you fools into nothingness. 


Anonymous 


The plans of mice, men and militants 
are often 
conversation 
Alvin Rush 


Black Thought IV 


in my grandfather’s time 
it was dreamed. 
in my father’s time 
it was seen. 
in mine, 
yesterday I dreamed, 
today I’ve seen, 


but tomorrow? 


William Grice II 


wee 


heeihTE DIET 


Winston Kennedy 


if 
Black people are by nature, a people of adjustment. 
In this hellhole however, quite a bit of it was un- 
coordinated. 

Il. 
Give money to a nigger and you just lost him. 

Il. 
Until revolutionaries work as much as they talk, there 
won’t be a revolution or anything else. 


Agustus Cotton 


My conscious being is like a Billiard ball 
caroming off others in the goaless game of 
LIFE 

George Weaver 


An image enters into my mind 
That of a lovely Black woman 

a woman with a beauty so unique 
that no words could describe her 
no picture could duplicate 

it hurts to see a woman 

so beautiful yet so unsure 

even afraid, to accept her own 
beauty 

or even to allow me to do so 


Alvin Rush 


Winston Kennedy 


Black Queen 


Deep and dark is her skin. 

Black and kinky is her hair. 

Smooth and shaped is her body. 
Strong and determined are her thoughts. 
Warm and passionate are her desires. 
True and meaningful are her expressions. 


Janet Howard 


White liberals sitting back 
interpreting 

what niggers mean 

when they say 

“Mother Fuck you Honkey”’ 


Alvin Rush 


She doubts 

her own beauty 
and therefore 
doubts 

my compliments 
and even 

my purpose 


Alvin Rush 


yemays uyor 


Don’t leave 
Stayeandsbestrees 

Climb to the top 

Of reality 

Look down on illusion. 
Erase the broken dreams 
That life destroyed. 

Take on a new reality 
Covered by a new dream. 
Listen to the sounds of illusion, 
Close your ears, then 


Sing a song of life. 


Nancy A. Young 


Like caged beast 

we beat our heads upon the bars 
that blocked our path to freedom 
bleeding and dazed we fell back 
onto the ground 

only to find 

that we were free 

and our keepers were in cages 


Alvin Rush 


Carolyn Kennedy 


be al 
: ein % 


Black Beauty 
entrapped 
in the myth 
of her own vulgarity 
Afraid to venture forth 
in the light 
without her undeceptive 
mask of whiteness 
purchased from her local drugstore. 
Suddenly goes natural 
when she see’s 
an afro-wig 
and sighs 

ah 
Now I can be 


MYSELF 


Alvin Rush 


Thinking 


The echo of rebellion exists 
In the valley of my mind 
A forest of tragedy arises 


To kill niggers of my kind. 


In the meadows of deep thought 
An idea comes to me 
In this place my forefathers dies 


With their minds hanging from a tree. 


Beside the brook of experience 
I recall a devastating incident 
Where some lived to remember 
And to others, death was meant. 


Effenus Henderson 


FEEL 


Shall not springs beauty and 
light encompass man’s soul, 
and each heart be filled with 
love and kindness, forsake 
winter’s cold cruel plea for 
what misery doth thy receive 
behind numb bars; Yet live’s 
cloak decays so quickly, it is 
best to live in spring, and swat 
winter’s lurking temptations, for 
blossoms of peace. . . love. 


William Grice II 


Claude Ferguson 


Phony 


Some say that they are Blacker 
Only because they put up a front 
To hide their phony cowardness 


And the Blackness that comes once a month. 


They tell me they’ve read all the books 
By all the revolutionary writers, 
But they are the crazy mixed-up crooks 


Who steal to make their burdens lighter. 


They say that they are really down, 
And would do anything to prove it 
But when the revolution comes around 


Put out the reefer they just lit. 


Effenus Henderson 


When loving me 

if he would but sing me a 
song of his deepest self, the 
self that has been hidden 
in fear of being stung 
and smile in his movement 
of existing 

so peace can be found 
within himself 

So I, his other half, 

can joggle with his 

every breath. 


Dora Ann Hinson 


Winston Kennedy 


Don’t laugh, baby! 
Your turns a coming — 


Can you remember me? 


One day the silence became so profound, 

I just hung my head 

And, I searched the depth of my existence — 
And found — 


That animosity was within me. 


But, now the day has come, 
And, I have won — 

The greatest vistory. . 

To see you crawl. 


Ingrid Parrish 


Oh whistling bird high in the sky 

thank you for singing a song 

so loud and so strong 

So a king, a god, a man would 

hear and come to me; 

take my heart and fill me with beauty of 
life and love 


Ease the pain that my existence has become 
So I could but walk a little straighter, 

So I could but laugh with a little bit 

more mirth, 

So I could die and not be afraid. 


Dora Ann Hinson 


To Granny 


A warm brown body 

With pains for hire 

Residing over many arranged destinies 

You sat upon the throne 

Struggling, sweating, scrubbing, 

The ground of those wretched devils 
Whose presence your lips never moved 

On your knees clearing a path 

While some dog takes a 3:00 nap 

Listening to the jokes of the devil 

A white pig trying to cheat you at the market 
Remember Sunday morning’s baptist treat? 
Carrone Street Church, Uncle Marshall, Aunt Anna 
All on Mayflower Street? 

Never will you be dead 

Nor will I forget Mayflower Street 

the struggling, scrubbing, sweating 

And your poor Black feet. 

Pll murder the dog who sleeps 

And lay to rest 

the devils 

who pained 

your life 

Goodbye for now Granny 

Until the next life. . 


John Brewer 


The Front... “I” 


We laugh, play games, jive, 

and become serious chronologically 

We are like masks which hide the sadness 
In our eyes! 

Yet, we express it with a grin, a clenched fist 
A handshake! 

We congregate in the same bullshit 
Locations! 

To discuss our Egos’. . .Problems, 
discontent, 
joys, 

Intellects! 

But still, 


NOTHING 
CHANGES!! 


Grady Tripp 


The Crops 


Encased in the womb of hopeless despair 
errupted onto the void vastness of white hot 
burning sand 

the negro seed tried futilly to implant its root 
in america. 


Bombarded by ceasless slings and arrows of 
contradiction. The seeds of Blackness were 
watered and fertilized in the dreaded damp 
red clay of hunger, poverty, and prejudice 
and unexpectedly sprang forth as fully 
armed warriors invincible, 

shielded by fear and knowledge 

armed with death 

they stepped out of the ground 

and marched forward 

Jason stood back and watched in awe. 


Alvin Rush 


oe Cbd, 


Claude Ferguson 


Come To Me 


Come to me my black and beautiful man. 
Submerge me in a liquid sea of love. 

Let our black thoughts blend and express 
the deep yearnings of our desires. 

Let our lips kiss and burn 

like one thousand African fires. 

Let our black hands meet and hold 

a love of insurmountable sums. 

Let our black bodies join and throb 

our hearts like African war drums. 
Come to me my black and beautiful man. 
Submerge me in a liquid sea of love. 


Janet Howard 


My laughter 

was the hope for you to bear spoken words 
This want could only be suppressed 
because of your position. 

Shaded currents no longer stitch 

opposing clouds. 

Melodious breezes saturate 

my new tune with its largo timing of 
spoken sonatas. My concerto has developed 
its harmony around us (you and me), 

it has transposed a selfish, ungiving wave 
into one which wishes to give. 
Thesroadmendssherc: 

I cannot tell this to anyone, 

NOT EVEN YOU. 


Angela Burtina Glenn 


William O’Farrow 


Bird in Flight 


Several nights a week, Yvonne saunters through the streets of 
Georgetown and into Le Whisky; she passes the giant white 
Chinese lanterns, the naked Boy Wonder suspended over the 
dance floor, the drunken Danielle floating in space; her body 
of plaster covered always in her mink mini coat, a neck cover- 
age, and a bottle in one hand, her silver reticule in the 

other, sprawled languidly in her gold bathtub with her legs 
and arms dangling over the edges, and the wooden lion; she 
enters her gilded cage with the giant paper peonies. 


Once in her cage her spirit takes flight and soars immediate- 
ly through the room and into the soul of anyone who sees her. 


Yvonne is a black dove, a rare bird who sets free her soul 

in her cage where she is admired by other species who must 
wonder what it is like to be a free, beautiful, black being. 
She emits through her spirit, her expression of joy, and her 
unique body (usually adorned with sturdy, authentically 
salvaged, post-1937 platform shoes, a leotard and a wet-look 
micro, a jersey shirt, and a crinkly, frizzy, fright wig) her 
love, peace, and happiness. 


Her elongated legs and arms are supple, agitated, graceful 
wings which flap and flitter; her flight is that of a bird 

seen only in a dream sequence. She embarks on the crest of 
The Rolling Stones or Sly and The Family Stone. It is an 
allegorical flight born of her lifestyle outside of her cage. 


Yvonne is just an ordinary extraordinary girl. She exists 

to share her warmth, her smile, her humor, her love, her peace, 
her happiness with everyone. She is a bird that is almost 
extinct. 


Andre Talley 


HUMAN DESTRUCTION 


From the idea of a god — 
the role insanity 
a virgin mind — 
first point known and understood, 
pressures expound the contents spiritually, 
god is the results. 
morales furnish powers for continued living 
your entire existence is dried by idle speeches 
of the 
illogical generation; 
now speak 
oppressed human of moorish skin, 
failure as a machine. 
you were one, 
god your token 
you were one, 
god your victim 
(victimized by love) 
presently nothing 
man your image, 
presently chaos 
man your flesh, 
cold, unspoken moorish 
unknown moorish beauty 
unlived moorish life. 


Angela Burtina Glenn 


I SPEAK OF BLACK SOULS 


They were Kings and Queens 

A proud people 

A humble and creative people 

I SPEAK OF BLACK SOULS 

Black Souls with names of Chuma, Nge, Mbegu, Akili, Nsonji 
And other names of identity, purpose and direction 

Black Souls that were loaded onto ships 

LISTEN, LISTEN 

Listen to the screams of pregnant Black women being beaten 
by devils. Listen to the moans of Black men suffering pains 

in their heads and bodies. Listen as they cry out to Shango 

for mercy. Can you smell the scents of piss and shit and come 
Piss that flows under your body 

As your brother sits chained behind you 

And shit that stays between the cheeks of your ass 

Until the white boy decides to release the chains. Can you 

feel the come run down your legs as you or your brother get 
excited. Can you smell the scents? If so, throw up on 

your brother’s back and smell more scents. THEY DID 

I SPEAK OF BLACK SOULS 

Black Souls that were killed or thrown overboard the slave ships 
Because of illness or pregnancy, Black Souls that jumped overboard 
In order to keep from being slaves. 

Black Souls that were treated like animals. Can you feel the 
white boys hands lift and weigh your balls, or measure the 

size of your dick, and then stick his finger in your mouth 

To check your teeth, as if you were a horse or a cow? 

Do you see the white boy as he sticks his fingers up your 
mother’s hole, or feel her titties, or pats her on her ass? 

Can you feel the branding iron burn into the skin on your chest? 
THEY DID! I SPEAK OF BLACK SOULS. Black Souls that were 
stripped of identity, culture and language. Black Souls that 
slaved in the fields and houses of the slavemasters. Black 
Souls that were forced to submit to the lustful demands of white 
people (the impotent punks). Black Souls that were beaten from 
sun up to sun down, but they were beautiful souls, Nat Turners 
and Frederick Douglas’ and Harriet Tubmans, who fought to free 
their people from human bondage. Can you see the cotton fields 
and tobacco fields and cane fields as they burn (along with the 
masters house)? Do you see the blood stream from your brother’s 
heart as he runs to freedom. THEY DID! I SPEAK OF BLACKSSOU} 
Black Souls that were freed but were not freed I SPEAK OF BLACK 
SOULS. Black Souls in Newtown, across the creek, in butter- 


milk bottom 

On Tobacco Road, in Haiti, in Harlem, Watts 
And all over this plantation called America 
LISTEN 

And you can still hear them scream 

They moan and scream not only in america 


Shango Sadiki 


OUTCRY 
I 


Trudging through this vast emptiness called life, 
shuddering after pile after pile of hardship and 

scorn force my shoulders to the ground; my face 

into the mud, perhaps as a blind figure searching 

for an impossible dream; i laugh at god, the world, 

this sick society, wandering how ia black man can 
experience life, for before you can experience life 

you must have some definite existence, some feel- 

ing of being, and america has given me none...OUTCRY! 


I 


i have been dehumanized and pushed into bottom- 
less pits of subhuman existence, clasping for some 
semblance of dignity, pride, and self-respect, i 
have been brainwashed by the dirty nasty pigs, 
corrupted by his institutions and ideas, forgotten 
and discarded by his system, while the rich get 
richer and the poor get poorer, but the black 
people remain enslaved. .. OUTCRY! 


Il 


i may have unlimited potentials for achievement, 

but my advancement in this system is limited, liken 

a trapped animal covered with a white net unable to 
go up or down, i am lost to live and first to die, i 

am the foundation of the system built with my blood, 
sweat, and tears, i live in a land of private property, 
law and order i have none, no property! No life! No 
being! Nothing. .. OUTCRY 


IV 


this system must be destroyed, the pigs should be 
burned, shot and stabbed to death, this is light 
payback to a people that raped us of our identity, 
subjugated us like animals, used us like machines, 
killed us, starved us, laughted at us and at present 
plotting to destroy us. if then we should live, black 
smoke must encompass this white spot, covering 

it for eternity, destroying it forever in a Black 
Ragess OUTCRY? 


William Grice III 


The Lord Said Be Nonviolent? 


Be nonviolent —— 

When prejudice bullets 

Pierce black hearts, and 

life is a continued game 

of hide and seek with death — 


Be nonvoilent — 

When raindrops of racism, 
sweep black hopes and 
dreams into wet puddles 
of the unknown — 


Be nonvoilent — 
when we make barely 
enough to survive, and 
whitey asks why we live 
the way we do — 


Be nonvoilent —— 

when they call us 

ignorant, and our schools 

have forgotten their identity — 


Be nonviolent —— 

when everyday we experience 

a slavery convention, and every 
night pigs from the “animal farm”; 
squeal throughout this mass 
execution chamber (America) —— 


Be nonvoilent —— 
For the Lord said be nonvoilent? 


William Grice III 


On My Insanity 


I think therefore 

I cannot be sane 
and if I were sane 
and continued to think 
I could not remain so 
for to think 

is to know 

The reality of 
america 

the lie 

that has been accepted 
as truth 

to know 

sanity 

is to know 

that insanity 

is the sane 

situation 

within 

This sane 

society 


Alvin Rush 


